" I will write to you," were his words, although at-
that moment it was obvious that he could not even find
his cigar-case that was lying in front of him on the
writing-desk. Helene looked about her. It was quite
dark now, darker than dark, even the cracks at the win-
dow admitted no more than a dull evening greyness.
And Kranich, who was lying in the clinic waiting, not
wanting to die	
" I must take my leave now. I must go back to mj
patient," she said, hurriedly, getting up. She found it
difficult to go out and leave this darkened room. It had
been unspeakably sad and unspeakably wonderful to see
Ambrosius again. And now it was over. Heaven knew
if it would happen again. " I am very grateful to you,"
she said politely, holding out her hand. Ambrosius had
also got up, he had come dose up to her: it was im-
possible to say whether he had done so purposely or by
mistake through his blindness. Helene withdrew her
gloved hand, and with a secretive movement took off
her glove and laid her fingers on Ambrosius* hand which
was groping in the air. Yes, it was still the same hand,
the same pressure, the warmth, the skin, the same deep
intimacy of long ago.
* Suddenly, with her fingers in his, Ambrosius began to
smile. It was now so dark that Helene could not see it,
but she could feel it in the sound of his voice.
** Do you remember that in the old days you wanted
to go straight ahead, straight ahead to your goal ? We
talked about it once. Now we two have got all kinds of
bypaths behind us. You, too, Fraulein Willfuer. And
now you believe that with Kobellin the path will lead
straight to heaven: and it will most probably be hell.
Bypaths, bypaths. *But it was nice of you to come and
see me, Frau Kollegin. Aufwiederschtn! I will write to
you	"
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